By this time we had all consumed so many
cups of tea that we were threatened with gastro-
nomic complaints. The colonel and his staff,
moreover, had smoked all our English cigarettes.
But at last word came through from the Amir
that we were to proceed as far as Jalalabad that
afternoon and either spend the night there in
his winter palace or push on farther to his
mountain lodge at Nimlah. Colonel Abdul
Ibrahim Khan was to accompany us. His
Majesty had spoken. Once he speaks, there is
nothing more to be said. His subjects, unless
they live In remote and inaccessible mountain
districts, must obey his slightest whim. When
he elevates his eyebrows, men fall at his feet.

Soy with the colonel added to our party, we
now had five passengers, averaging about one
hundred and fifty pounds each. Besides, there
were our thousand pounds of dead-weight in
cameras, tins of cinematograph film, tripods,
bedding-rolls for four, an,d special tacks of
petrol and oil, sufficient for our five-hundred-
mile trip to Kabul and back again to Peshawar.
This made a load of nearly a ton on an ordinary
five-passenger, six-cylinder American touring-
car. That would be a terrific amount to carry
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